MABEL (in a whisper] : Better thank 5em? JIm5 and
give 5em the money.

BARCALDINE : Yes ; I think I'd better give the
other the ten shillings------

MABEL : Do you, Jim ?
BARCALDINE : Yes} 1 think Pd better.
MABEL : Go up now.

[He goes gingerly up, rather like walking on hot
bricks. The two LADIES insist on shaking hands
with him and are quite satisfied with their tips. He
comes straight bach to MABEL.

BARCALDINE (whispering) : They wish you very

good luck, they said.

MABEL : Did they ? Was it all right ?

BARCALDINE : Yes.
[A pause.

MABEL : It was nice, wasn't it ?

BARCALDINE : Yes, it was.

[The REGISTRAR gets up. They look round. He
gives them a friendly nod and goes off by door up L.

The stout MAN goes to desk and then comes
down to them, putting a folded paper in an envelope*
MAN : Here is the marriage certificate.

[JiM holds out his hand.

No, this is given to the lady. Here you are, Mrs.
Barcaldine. Don't lose it. I hope you will both
have a very happy and prosperous married life.

BOTH : Thank you very much.

[He leads them towards the door. They turn round
and nod to the two WOMEN.
CHARWOMAN : Good luck, ma'am.
2ND WOMAN : Good luck.
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